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IS Bought Herself a Trousseau
H And Then the Spinster Lady Did Not
H Cnrc That She Had No 'Bridc--

M AHE spinster

groom.

lady had reached the
jjl age of fifty years that morn-t- il

flL ing, and It was a sorrowful
jig morning to her.

"It I had only realized how young
I was at forty-nin- e I should certainly

V have been more frisky than I was last
year," said sho to herself, grimly,

j And Just at that psychological mo-'- !

mcnt, when she would havo mourned
If left to herself, the- hell of the tele-- i

phono rang and she had to postpone
her tears to answer.

ii "Emily," said the volco at the- other
'

end of the- telephone, "this is Augusta,
I called you up to say that just bc-"I'- ll

I

buy myself a trousseau," said she.

causo you did not marry Is no reason
why you should not have your share
of wedding presents. You have given

lots of wedding presents, you should
receive a few at least whether you

marry or whother you do not. I am.
thorofore. sending you this morning
two silver candlesticks and a gold-frame- d

triple mirror, which represent
the amount of money I should have
expended on you had you seen fit to
wed some nice man. Good-by- e- Emily,
and many happy returns of tho day."

At this the spinster laughed until
she cried, having a sense of humor.
Then as tho responsibility of having
a fiftieth, birthday begun to dawn
upon her again and sho threatened
to grow melancholy an inspiration
seized her. "I'll buy myself a trous-
seau," said she, "that's what I will do,
I'll buy myself a trousseau."

And sho did. Sho drew out of the
savings bank tho money which long
ago sho had put In it for just such a
purposo and which recently sho had
thought of devoting to foreign mis-
sions, and sho went out to tho shops
and indulged in the most blissful orgy
of shopping any woman ever had. She
bought herself pink llngorio and fluffy
peignoirs, and boudoir caps trimmed
with tiny roses, and high-heele- d

mules all brocaded and dainty all
tho things In fact which tho most ex-
travagant brldo buys for her outfit.
Then she went home tired and happy.

"I am fifty years old and don't look
It," said sho to herself that night as
sho unpacked her treasure-- , "and I
have a lovely trousseau and somo very
handsomo wedding presents AH that
Is missing is tho bridegroom, and
since It is agreed by all authorities
that lie Is tho least part of every wed-
ding, I am not missing anything by
his absence. He would probably drink
anyway. To havo all of the advan-
tages and none of the disadvantages
of matrimony is what I call being
strictly lucky."

And after this she went to sleep
qifito cheerfully and did not bother
a bit about tho fact that sho had
passed tho half-centu- ry mark.

B ELCOME lfllG! May you be
1 tho happiest and most

perous year any of us have
over known.

your resolutlng early; it Is to
It will not bo necessary to

often.
horses having been looked in

and In many cases foundItyy the procession to the
desks In tho shops will start

tomorrow morning.
next treat to look forward to

exhibition of spring styles, and
while the snow flies filmy

will be shown In shop windows

girl.
tho spirit of tho coming

.Meanwhile have you seen anything!
like the amount of fur which tho win-- j
ter g,lrl succeeds In piling upon her
small person?

If you do not skate you are miles
bohlnd the times. Better concussions
of tho brain than to be out of the
vogue.

Now you ..will begin to hear the
old, old story of the
which, given to"" a second cousin two
Chrlstmascs ago, found its way back
to its original owner this year by
way of a great-aun- t- p

Is Santa Claus a villain or a hero
to you today?

Good-by- e old year. You weren't
such a bad 'un, after all, as yoars go.

We NEW YEAR'S RECEPTION
And Ilow It Is Now Numbered Among

The Feasts Which Arc Not.
that Now Year's day Is
merely a post-ellina- x, aELAS of uninteresting

of Christmas. Time- was
when it was as important a feast as
tho year boastod. Tlmo was when
New Year's Day offered attractions
looked forward to for weeks by young
persons of both sexes.

The ladles of tho family woro astir
early on Now Year's Day. then, getting
the house ready for tho hordo of visit-
ors expected. Their preparation con

o'clock cullers began arrive.

sisted largely In loading the in
the dining room until they groaned
with good tilings to cat of all sorts
and In hanging the mistletoe Invitingly
upon the chandelier.

Then they dressed themselves in
their very best, and grouped them-
selves In tho drawing room as grace-
fully as possible to await the front
door bell's ringing. And twelve
o'clock the callers began to
Gentlemen of all sorts and conditions
clad irreproachably in what wore

as Albert in gray
In silk hats, with canes, with

boulonnieres, with a swagger.
After this tho excitement was in-

tense. And It was. Agatha, how

charming you do iooic m my
favorite color, pink." And It was,
"This Is tho prettiest group of
ladles wo havo seen, and we have al-

ready been to twenty places."
Friendly remarks made in the

kindliest spirit, you soe.
And then to tho dining room where

libations were to each divinity
present and a bit of sandwich nib-
bled and on to pay respects
to other fair ones.

At tho next no doubt, it was
"And oh Miss Mary, how charming
you look In blue; my favorlto

And about twelve the to

tables

about'
arrive.

then
known Prince coals,
spats.

"Miss

pink;

qulto

drunk

again

place,

color,

blue," but, theso faithless utterances
were never revealed because no one
remembered the next day what any-
one else had said, which may have
been because of tho confusion or
which may have been because of the
libations, as you arc charitable or sus-
picious.

At all events the cards of tho visit-
ors were Jealously saved by the hostess-an-

counted later, and thcreaftet
thcro was rivalry bctwoen neighbors
as to tho number of gentlemen which
each had "received." It was no un-

usual thing for 150 men to call at a
single house, to drink up a small-size- d

ocean of eggnog and apple toddy, to
devour flvo bursting turkey gobblers,

and then to go on.
And oh, J,he good things that were

found on thoso dining room tables!
Smithllcld hams done to a turn, tur-
keys, brown as a bun; fried oysters,
chicken salad, beaten biscuits all of
tho dollcacles which heart could wish
or imagination suggest.

As for the ladles who for some
reason or other wero prevented from
receiving on New Year's Day, they
coyly hung a basket upon the doorbell
and from behind closed shuttors
watched with pleased Interest tho gal-
lants who camo riding up to leave
their cards In that receptacle.

Ah, thoso wero Indeed the good old
times, the romantic times, the In-

teresting times, Just as theso are tho
prosaic ones. For now the New Year's
reception Is out of date, and few per-
sons troublo cvon to hang tho basket
on the door; that outward and visible
sign of an Inward but Invisible pres-
ence. No longer do groups of gentle-
men start out briskly In the morning
to end up at midnight frayed as to
digestion; sometimes uncertain as to
speech.

Wo begin our Now Year's more so-

berly in theso days, sewing shirts for
soldiers, or In bed to recuperate from
the exertions of tho night beforo, oc-

cupations neither as pleasant nor as
picturesque as the old-tim- e reception,
whatever may have been tho defects
of tho latter.

On New Year's Eve
Hf T was New Year's Eve at Five

Oaks, the Townbred's - country
I place. All day It had been snow-I- B

Ing, adding a fresh coat to that
which had lain, soiled and frozen
hard, for nearly a week. Drifts were
piled high against corners of build-
ings and along tho roadside, and theI merry jlnglo of sleigh bells could be
heard fr.om far and near.

As Mr. Townbred, home from his
dally toll In tho city, left the trolley

' at tho little Five Oaks station and
started along the path to his house,
he was thinking of many things.

In town, tonight, the cafes would bo
gay and friendly; music, dancing, the
exhilarating popping of corks and the
Jolly company of friends at nearby
tables a New Year's Eve in the city1

Mr. Townbred ploughed on through
the snow, almost knee deep. It was
cold, and the stars were just begin-
ning to appear, frosty and clear. A
turn In the path and ho saw before
him his home.

"Well back from the road, under the
gaunt, snow-decke- d limbs of huge oak
and chestnut trees It nestled, with a
hin spiral of smoko floating up from

the kitchen chimney. Tho lamps were
lit, and the soft light streamed out
through the windows and was re-
flected on tho drifts of snow,

Alone, It scorned, in a world of snow
and trees and open fields. And yet,
there was spmething cheerful about
it, something Inviting, snug and warm

And ho found it so within. Dinner
was ready, hot, appetizing, satisfying.

' Mrs. Townbred welcomed him joyous-- I
ly and Mutt, their littlo Cuban poodle,
danced about In high glee. The faith-
fulII wood-burn- er In ono corner of the
dmlng room was blazing away, and
the lamp on the tabic shed Its
low glow over white napery and poL--
Ished silver.

' "Thero's going to be a big time In
town tonight," said Mr.' Townbred. as
he carved the roast

"I Buppo3o so In the cafes, you
l mean?" replied Mrs. Townbred.

"Yes. Seems as though everybody
wo know Is booked for a New Yearparty; Jones and Wllkins and Brown

and- - at least a dozen more fellowsI know asked mo to bring you In
and Join them in their celebration.
Mrs. Tompkins oven called up and in- -
vited us to remain all night withthem,, after tho1 New Year had beenproperly wolcomed in tho cafe wherethey always reserve a table. I told
her It waB too long a trip In and she
fcald that it served us right and thai

I t rmnnm

Is what we get for living In the
country."

Mrs- - Townbred smiled, a little wist-
fully. "Are" you sure you don't mind,
Ruthvln?" sho asked.

"Of course not say, Frieda, for
goodness sake sond this knifo up to
tho village to be sharpened! This
meat isn't tough but no Indeed, I
really don't mind. We can have our
own quiet little Now Year celebration
right here, my dear, and

"There's a Watch-nig- ht Service In
the village church," said Mrs. Town-bre- d.

"And, if you're willing, Ruth-
vln, 1 believe I'd like to go.

"A Watch-nig- ht Service? What
Is that?"

"A prayer and song service to i

for
watch the year out and the Now

In, dear."
Mr. Townbred smiled rather shame-

facedly. "Goodness!" ho exclaimed
with mock surprise. "Do they still

them? I rQmcmbcr going as a
. boy, but but I'm afraid slnco then

Nov.' Year's Evo
been qulto different, in recent

. at least."
i "Evcryono is going," continued
: Townbred. "It is a solemn occasion,

.FtfatVvr'l tt IK.-- . . -

and yet u happy one. I really think,
Ruthvln, it will do well, It can't hurt
us. anyway, to go. It begins at clevea-thlrt- y

and lasts until one minute after
midnight. Then, I understand, coffee
and sandwiches arc to be served in
the Sunday School room and, really,,
it It seems Ilko beginning the New
Year right, doesn't It?"

A merry little twinkle came Into
Mr. Towubrcd's eyes. "I'd like to see
Jones and Wilkinson and Mrs. Tomp-
kins when they hear about It. All
right. Frieda, we'll go. I think I'll
have another corn fritter Vlrgle
sure knows how to make them even
out of canned corn doesn't she!"

A little eleven that night, Old
Bob, their faithful while horse,

Tounbrcds, out the
old

my

niy observances

was

harnessed to tho sleigh and tho Town-bred- s,

bundled in and with bells
set out for .tho village

church, a few miles, distant,
Tho night was wondorful. Clear

and and crisp, with a wintry
moon sailing majestically In the star-studd-

heavens and throwing an
eerie light over field and woodland
and road.

Presently they up with othorsleighs, similarly bound filled with

friends already were calling out
"Happy New Year!" to each other
Sloighs, in fact, seemed to be coming
from all directions. Just over the
brow a hill the little village church
beamed a cheery welcome to tho trav-
elers.

The service was an old-tim- e one
with song prayer. Tho old min-
ister, grown gray in his long years of
sacrifice and struggle, besought Provi-
dence in homely speech for a New
Year of promise and blessing the
crops, the welfare of the community,
good health and clean living, happi-
ness more love toward God and
man, a cessation the war in Europe
and tho blessings peace and Chris-
tianity. The little organ In tho corner

' ' " Ir'Vj " J,J rl

The bundled In furs and with bclbj set village church.

Year

have

of
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after

furs

cold
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and
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and

and
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of

wheezed out tho old, old. hymns and
the congregation, with moist eyes, fol-

lowed Its lead.
Then came the last fow minutes

beforo the death of tho old year and
the birth of tho now. With everyone
kneeling, In silent prayer, the minutes
ticked by, tho old patriarch In the
pulpit watching them, minute by min-
ute, on tho faco of his plump, worn,
key-wind- er watch that had timed his
sermons, his appointments for prayor- -

A new way to clean silver without
strenuous rubbing Is furnished by a
clever housewife. Let tho sliver soak
all the morning in a pan of sour milk.
Wash In warm wator to which half a
tcaspoonful of ammonia has been ad-
ded, and rub lightly with a clean
chamois-skin- . You will find tho sil-

ver beautifully bright.

P Wanted!-Me- n To Dance j (
Those Who Demand Eight Hours

Sleep a Night WiU Not Do.
cry of the season Is for men

yet more monl Never, it
CHE declared, woro men so ecarco

now, and never woro they so

necessary to society's happiness, since
dancing, supposed to havo reached
tho zenith of Its popularity last sea-

son Is even raoro popular this. No

matter what form an ontertalnment
held- - at night may tako, it invariably

ends in dancing, whllo afternoon teas
are really dances in disgulso.

Now girls may play cards together
and girls may go to the thcatro

but it Is altogether too much
to expect them to dance together,
hence tho cry for men.

I Tho men on tho other hand have
rebelled. They have announced In

those loud and candid tones that even
tho youngest masculine person can
assume when he is ready, that it la

all very well for tho girls to dance
night after night, slnco they can lie
in bed in the mornings and sleep or
read novels until It Is their sweet
pleasure to arise whereas a business
man 1

"Last winter," said a popular bach-
elor, addressing his mother and sis-- ,
tors, "I managed with ono night's
sleep a week all during tho season.
On Saturday night I usually got to
bed at 1230 and there I stayed until
Monday morning, but oven that was
not enough for me. I must be a reg-

ular glutton for sleep for when spring
camo I found myself thin and de-

pressed and haggard, and vory much
tho worso for wear. Also my law
practice had gone to the bad owing
to the fact that I was usually half
asleep during ofilco hours when I was
presumably taking care of my clients.

"Well. I have had enough. I am
going to allow myself two nights a
week for dances and other entertain-
ments, and no more. Let the heathen

rave as it will, not it nor all o the
king's horses nor all of tho king's men -

shall drag mo from my fireside on .

other nights than thoso two. Fellow

havo to work somotlmes."
It seems, thorefore, as If tho demand

for dancing men Is likely to contlnuo 1

gathering In force until it reaches a 4
shrlok, without greatly affecting the 1
decision of thoso worthies. They are 1
tho masters of their fates and they
swear that they cannot work all day

and dance all night Tho outcome, jj

therefore, is uncertain, for tho fate !

of the irresistible force which meeta I:

an immovable body Is still in doubt. J

Never, It is declared, were men so jjl
senrco as now.

HAT she cannot understand why
tho Yorkshire pudding, served
so generally in England with
roast beef, is so'soldom seen In

this country since It Is both easy to
make and exceedingly delicious, and
she advises housekeepers to try It

with their next roast- - The beef while
roasting must bo placed upon stick;
laid crosswise of the pan so that the
Juice will drop into tho pan. Three- -

quarters of an hour beforo the beef
is dono the pudding should bo mixed
and poured Into tho pan under the
meat. The recipe for the pudding Is
as follows: One pint of milk, four
eggs well-beate- n, two cups of flour,
ono tcaspoonful of salt. When meat
and pudding are dono cut tho latter
into squares and servo on the platter
around the beef.

THAT cabbngo cooked a la francals
will make a nice change In the diet.
Boll tho cabbago fifteen minutes, shred
coarsely, and put In a deep baking-dish- .

Pour over this a cream sauce,
or a sauce made of two tablespoonfuls
of melted butter, a scant teaspoonful
of salt, a dash of pepper, and four
tablespoonfuls of cream. Sprinkle

with cheese and bake half an hour.
THAT as a change from tho perpet-

ual applo and celery salad so often
on the menu of the private family
the young housckoopcr recommends
apple and dato sulad. Havo an equal
quantity of apples cut In cubes and v

of dates cut In blts, mix and serve
on lettuce leaves with a mayonnaise
dressing. If a littlo lomon juice la I
poured over tho apples as soon a
they are cut It will not only Improve
their taste but keep them from be- -

discolored. .

THAT in the preparation of left- - Z

overs somo ingonulty and a littlo
are as much needed as a

cook book. An eatable salad may be j;

mado of almost any combination of
vegetables found In tho refrigerator. If

served daintily .on lettuco with a i
highly flavored dressing of somo sort J,

Cold beets combined with celery and
nut meats are delicious. String beans
with stuffed olives and mayonnaise
are good, and peas with carrots.

New dlshe3 arc made by experlmen-- I
tatlon, with necessity as the reason
behind, and tho housewife should use
her own brains as well as someone's
else, the young housekeeper thinks,

Little Fables of the Business World
"Swearin' Off"

was onco a certain
Man who decided to DoCHERE Else docs on New
but Not to do as They

do six days later. To wit: he'd reso-

lute a few Resolutions and Make 'em
Stick.

Whether he did or not Is Another
Yarn, for tho Six Days haven't Slip-
ped By as yet The chances are, since
he's Human, he'll be a nifty little
Backslider. If ho Isn't it's a Miracle.

However, this sad, sad Chroniclo
hath to do with his Swearin' Off Proc-
ess proving thereby, also, that Our
Hero is a very Human Hombro. All
set? Very well, Tambo. shoot!
Bang:

Y'see, this chap could have decided
to Give the Go-b- y to such things as

meetings, Sunday school, marriages
and funerals for lo, these many long,
weary years.

Then It came! At ono minute past
midnight, ho rose to his feet

"The Now Year has come, friends,"
he said, quite simply. "And 1 wish
you all a happy New Year.

And such a babble of sound as
broke forth! Everyone greoted every-
one else. "Happy New Year!" was
flung from one end of the room to tho
oilier. The small boys blew their
horns and spun their rattles, and up
in the belfry tho sexton was pealing
forth the glad tidings.

Followed an hour In the Sunday
.school room, where tho Townbreds
met many moro of tho people living
round about them. Then tho cold,
sleepy horses were unhitched from
the long, rail hltchlng-pos- t and, ono
by one, the New Y'ear merrymakers
loft for their homes.

Riding back over tho hard-fr.ozc- n

road, with Old Bob straining at his
bit to cet to his warm stable, Mr.
Townbred spoke.

"I'm glad I went, Frieda," he said.
"It did me good. But what a dif-
ference from other Now Year Eves
I've spent! Gee, I can just see Jones
and Brown and the Tompkln3es and
all tho rest of them about now and
they think they're having tho time of
their lives! But tho next morning
ugh!"

"Yes," repllod Mrs. Townbred slow-
ly. "Yes, this Is better far bettor.
Do you know, Ruthvln, there's some-
thing so wholesome and clean about
living out in tho open country that
well, It seems to bring ono near to
his Maker."

"It does," agreed Mr. Townbred
soberly. "Como on, glddap. Bob!"
(Copyright 1915. by Edward Riddle

Padgett)

(trying to Keep Up with the War News
with a Gazeteer, or Symphony Con-
certs, or going to sec Mary Plckford,
or even staying In his room on a Sat-
urday NighL Ho could have Picked
Out a fow Resolutions of that sort.

But he was a Serious Lad and ho
wanted to Do It Right. So ho fas-tone- d

on Something Hard. He Re-
solved to Tin-Ca- n the Smokes. Which
Is to say that On and After tho stroke
of Midnight on the 31st day of De-
cember ho and the Fragrant Weed
would pass by and Not Speak.

All this, mind you, happened a few
days beforo Christmas. Which, ,hc
figured, would Give him Time to Got1
Used to It, to Go Into Training as ltj
were, beforo tho Bell Rang.

And by way of Practice he, would
frequently lead himself right up to a
Show-Wlndo- w where a few hundred
"Dusky Beauties," as R Kipling has
called them, wero Staring him in the
Face. He'd look em back, too. right
Between tho Eyes with a Stony Stare.
And after a while ho even Got So ho
could Thumb his Noso at 'em before
Lighting tho One Cigar he'd allowed
himself Reduced Rations before
dinner.

Then, along camo Christmas. And
Our Hero swore softly. Thero was a
Reason:

Friend Al came across with a Box
of his choice Smokes.

The Homo-folk- s included a few of
Father's Favorites in their Christmas
Package.

The Boss left a Box of Fifty-Cente- rs

on his desk Christmas Eve.
And She, being a practical sort let

Appearances and Conventions go hang
and said "Merry Christmas!" to him
with a box of Cigars selected becauso
of the Lavonder Ribbon around them.

He was Up Against It!
It seemed llko Somebody was try-

ing to Rub It In!
Y'ou can't do anything with a Cigar,

outside of smoking it, but Chow it orput it In Blankets to Keep Out tho
Moths. O. H. simply couldn't chew
and his Blankets belonged to tho
Landlady.

So-- Well,

Just then ho had an Idea.
Fine! He'd show 'em! Why, lie
hadn't even Begun to Fight! Ho was
Game, and ho meant to Tako Every-
thing Coming his Way.

Ho sat down and Figured Out tho
exact number of days beforo New
Year's. Thon he Divided his Cigars
Into soctlons, sending somo into tho
First Lino Trenches, others Into tho
Second .Line, holding still others as
a Roservo; and tho Romalnder ho de-
creed should bo Shot as Spies on Now
Y'ear Eve.

Then ho began the Slaughter.
The first day he "Dono his Duty as .

ho Seen IU" And tho Allotted Number

of cheroots Went Up In Smoke. I
Tho next day, though he felt a little I

Too Proud to Fight he cut loose with 1

tho Machine Guns and Extinguished
the last of tho Picked Victims for that
day just beforo ho Turned Out the
light and Pulled the Covers over his
Head.

From then on his Batting Avorage
Fell.

But when the Evening of tho Last
Day of the Dying Year rolled round, ;

he was still At It. He had about con- - '

eluded that this business of Now Year r!

Resolutions was all b. s. meaning i
Bird Seed; but ho was Going to Die I

Gamo. It would be a Long Time,
etc., as tho Governor of North Caro- - I
Una said to tho Gov'nor of S. C. r

So, with what was left, he Sat Down
in his Room and tried to Consume !

them, one eye on the clock. It was
f

Strictly a Watch-nig- ht Affair. j

Presently, as tho Fatal Hour drew
near, he began to Enjoy Them.

Already he had Smoked himself '

Black In the Faco. and ho knew ho
couldn't get any Blacker.

Then the ,Hour Struck and tho
Whistles whistled. ;

He hurled My Lady Nicotine out
tho Window and

Thero were still a Few Dozen left
Moral: Though It sometimes

works in Mystorlous Ways, thero docs
seem to be some sort of a Providenco
Uat looks out for Janitors, Mall Car-
riers, Elevator Boys, Street Car Con- - ;

ductors and Friends who smoke Clg- -

ars:

i;

As the Fatal Hour drew near, he bi I

gan to Enjoy Them. l


